68               AFTER    THESE    MANY    QUESTS
energy. My debt to him is immense, for he immediately took the education of the young greenhorn in hand, with tact, persistence and a proper apportionment of praise or disapproval.
I made the alarming discovery that I had six reporters to control—three Hindus, two Parsis, and a Mussulman (Muslim). Low took me down to the office to introduce me to this miniature League of Nations. The office comprised a huge hall divided into cubicles and over each cubicle a near-white punkah rotated, the speed controlled by the whim of the person who worked in its vortex. In my particular cubicle the reporters, suitably awed by the occasion, shook hands limply, one by one, with a lean bewildered youth who had been miraculously plucked from among the white millions in a distant island to be their Man of Destiny. I was a chota sahib (little sahib) as distinct from a burr a sahib (big sahib) like the editor.
English was their lingua franca, and when I heard their excellent command of my native language I felt ashamed of my own French and German. The most senior was Framrose, a Parsi, who wore the national acorn hat on his bald dome and gold spectacles on his owl's nose. His yellow face exuded good humour, confirmed by his nervous tittering laugh. Sirur, graver in manner and darker in complexion, was the senior Hindu, of whose conscientious zeal I soon had convincing proof. Another Hindu, regarded as our most promising recruit, was young Swami—handsome, keen, intelligent. Khadiri, the Mussulman, unfairly regarded as something of a comedian because his English was the weakest, was an amiable fat grin under a red fez.
Never did an experienced team have a more callow leader, but I represented the British raj. Twenty years ago that, with youth, humour and a certain amount of courage, was sufficient. I learnt at once that British influence was the one unifying factor in a sub-continent with more discords and differences of race, religion and politics than were contained in the whole continent of Europe.
I learnt also of the steady infiltration of Western ideas, a process that was to produce a revolution. My reporters all wore European dress. The Hindus were Brahmins, but